The History of King Lear. 

canft not tell why ones nofe {lands in the middle of his face ? 
Le^r.No. 

. Foole.W hy to keep his eyes on either fide his nofe, that what 
a man cannot fmell out, he may fpy into. 

. Lear. I did her wrong ! 

Foole . Canft tell how an Oyfter makes his fhell. 

Lear. No, 

foole . Nor I neyther ; but lean tell why a fnayle has ahoufe, 
Lear. Why ? 

\foole. Why to put his head in, nottogiueit away ynto his 
daughter, and leaue his homes without a cafe. 

Lear.l will forget my nature, fo kinde a father j bee my horfes 
ready i 

Foole. Thy Affes are gone about them ; the reafon why thefc. 
uen ftarres are no more then feuen,is a pretty reafon. 
Lc^r.Becaufc they are not eight. 

Foole, Yes, thou wouldft make a good foole. 

Lear. To tak’t againe perforce ; monfter,ingratitude J 
Foole. If thouwert my foole Nunckle, Idc haue thee beaten 
for being olde before thy time. 

Lear. How’s that? 

FWc.Thou fhouldttnot hauebeene olde, before thou hadft 
beene wife. . . , . 

Lear. Oletmenotbemadfweeteheauen! I would not bee 
mad,keepe me in temper I would not bee mad ; are the Horfes 
ready ? 

Seruant .Ready my Lord, 

Lear. Come boy. Exit. 

Fotf/c.She that is maid now, and laughs at my.departure. 

Shall not be a maid long, except things be cut (horter. 

— Exit. 

Enter Ballard, and Quran meetes him. 

Bafi. Saue thee Curan. 

Cur an. And you fir, 1 haue beene with your father, and giuen 
him notice, that the Duke of Cemra// and his Dutcheffe will be 
here with him to night. v , 

ifatf.How comes that ? 


Cur ah. 
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Fur an. Nay I know not, you haue heard of the newes abroad, 
ncane the whifperd ones/or there are yet but care-buffing ar- 


guments 
v 


Baft Wot.T pray you what are they? 

Curan. You may then in time, fare you well fir. 

Exit. 

Baft. The Duke be here to night 1 the better beft,xhis weaues 
it felfe perforce into my bufineffe, my father hath fet guard to 
take my brothcr,& I haue one thing of a quefie queftion, which 

Enter Edgar. 

muftaske breefenefle and fortune hclpe; brother a word, dif- 
cend brother I fay, my father watches, O flic this place, intelli- 
gence is giuen where you arc hid, you haue now the good ad- 
vantage of the night, haue you not fpoken againfttheDukeof 
Cornwall ought, hee’s coming hether now in the night,it’h hafte, 
and Regan with him, haue you nothing faide vpon his party a- 
gainft the Duke of Albaney , aduife your — 

£dg. I am fare on’t not a word. 

Baftard. 1 heare my father comming, pardon me in crauing.I 
tnuft draw my fword vpon you,feemc to defend your felfe, now 
quit you well, yeeld, come before my fatber.light heere, heere, 
flie brother flic,torches,torchcs,fo farwell ; fome bloud drawne 
on me would beget opinion ofmy more fierce endeiior, I haue 
feene drunkards do more then this in fporc ; father, father, flop, 
flop, no helpe ? 

Enter Glocefter. 

(7/<>/?.Now Edmund, where’s the villaine ? 

Baft . Heere flood he in the darke.his fharpe fword out, warb- 
ling of wicked charmes,coniuringthc Moone to ftand his aufpi- 
cious Miftris. 

Gloft. But where is he ? 

Taft Looke fir,I bleed. 

Cjtoft. Where is the villain c.Edmund? 

Baft. Fled this way fir, when by no meanes he could— — • 

G/c/?.Purfue him,go after, by no meanes, what ? 

'F^.Perfwade me to the murder of your Lordfhip, but that 
-I toldc himthe reuengiue Gods, gainft Paracides did all their 
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